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TO MY MOTHER 

I btbkstt 

THIS LITTLE BOOK. 



Oh! it is meet 

That at His feet 
I should for ever b*— 

Singing His praise. 

Through all my days. 
Who lived and died for me. 

And eloM beside 

His Cross abide, 
There, while He wills it, stay ; 

Till eall'd to wear 

A crown, and share 
A home with Him for aye. 
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THE VOICE OF LOVE. 



S it worth the while 
To fold my hands or lie supinely down, 

While Love demands 

That I should work with head and heart and hands 
A little while, and wear a glorious crown ? 

Is it worth the while 
When Love's sweet voice thus whispers in mine ear — 

" Though thou despise 

Thyself, and be a worm in thine own eyes, 
Thou yet art precious, bought with price so dear"? 



This is Thy voice, 
O Love divine ! Could human reach so far ? 
My heart-strings move 
To some sweet music like the harps above, 
And Faith looks up, and — yonder — Hope's bright 
star ! 



Christ and Duty, 



CHRIST AND DUTY. 



fUT of the path— from Christ and Duty- 
Some idol drew me for awhile ; 
Whether 'twas wealth, or fame, or beauty, 
It matters not, that did beguile ; 
But, for awhile. 
It drew my heart from Christ and Duty. 

Back to the paths of Peace and Duty 

My Lord hath brought me safe once more ; 

And He is Wealth and Fame and Beauty, 
And all I want for evermore. 
Oh, nevermore 

Stray thou, my heart, from Christ and Duty ! 



Promptings, 



PROMPTINGS. 




OD'S love can in many ways reach us, 
And when sermons in vain have been heard, 
The heart to its depths may be stirr*d 
By a dream ; or a wayfarer's word. 
Floated by in a whisper, may teach us. 

Or sometimes you hear, when lying 
At night on your pillow alone, 
Voices of those you have knowii 
Speaking in tenderest tone, 

And seeming to wait a replying. 

But they fade in the light of the morning. 
Life's care or its business outweighs ; 
Still a feeling of thoughtfulness stays, 
And memory peers through the haze 

Of some dim, half-interpreted warning. 



Promptings. 

By-and-by, through your cabinet raking 
At random, it may be, you find 
Some token that brings to your mind 
The days and the friendships behind — 

And your heart thrills with sorrow and aching ; 

For you know that in wanderings straying 
Far off still your bosom friend roams, 
Though he dwells in the dearest of homes, 
Amid music and paintings and tomes, 

And kind ones his wishes obeying ; 

Far off from the fold, and the loving, 
Kind Shepherd, Who bids him return ; 
And you sigh with the Shepherd, and mourn 
For the loved one that will not return, 

Though besought both with smile and reproving. 

Then strangely you yearn for your brother. 
And anxiously long for his weal ; 
And your heart to his heart must reveal 
All the thoughts which it cannot conceal. 

And win him in son^e way or other. 



Promptings. \ 

Then you fancy a whisper beside you, 
And lo ! 'tis the same that yau heard 
In the night, and your spirit is stirr'd 
To its depths, till you act on the word 

That comes as a counsel to guide you : 

" Set the good and the evil before him, 
And ask him to choose )'"et again — 
The pleasures that fade, with the pain 
That endures, or the joys that remain 

When the shadow of death shall be o'er him." 

Then when night comes again, lo 1 the cheery 
Sweet voices are with you once more, 
More sweet, more distinct than before, 
And they whisper in heavenly lore — 

" O be not in well-doing weary !" 




" He that winneth souls is wise J* 



*' HE THAT WINNETH SOULS IS WISE." 




E that winneth souls is wise." 
Tis the wcwk we have to do ; 
Every faithful Christian tries 

To make others Christians toa 
Let that wisdom, Lord, be mine \ 

O, instruct me patiently 
How to gather, how to win, 
What to do, and what to be. 

If with love to souls I speak. 

Ever be that love the same. 
Not inconstant, fitful, weak. 

But a pure and steady Hame 
Lighted from the Source above. 

Fed again and yet again 
With a thought of that great love 

Which my Saviour feels for men. 



" He that wmmiH souh is wise." 

If with love for souls I pray. 

Let me weary not nor faint, 
But anticipate the day 

With ray interceding plaint ; 
Be the Lord's remembrancer, 

Give Him rest nor day nor ntght 
Till His love their spirits stir, 

Till they dwell within the light. 




8 Written in an Album, 



WRITTEN IN AN ALBUM. 




HAT is an Album ? 'Tis the wing 
Of the light soaring butterfly, 
Gleaming upon the dazzled eye 
That marks its fairy fluttering 
Amid the sunlit flowers of Spring. 

For what can closer semblance wear 
To this fair Album, with its page 
Of varied dye and glittering edge, 
Than wing of insect, where appear 
Tintings so delicate and rare ? 

Yet not alone the hues that gleam 
Upon its rainbow-painted wing 
Could so create our wondering ; 
It is its airy life, its dream 
Of rapture in the sun's bright beam. 



Written in an Album, 9 

So, lady, be it e'er so fine, 

The life within, the fancies airy. 

And thoughts that glow, and flit, and vary, 

Far more than splendour of design. 

Adorn this lovely book of thine. 




lo Sonnet: To Wordsivorth, 



SONNET: TO WORDSWORTH. 




ORDSWORTH, I thank thee for that rich 
repast ; 

Even while I write my heart is echoing 
Thy strain. 'Twas weary of those bards who sing 

Of high exploit, whose song 's one trumpet-blast ; 

And weary of the love-sick lay, whose last 
Lorn sigh and first faint note are still the same 
Unmanly plaint. Worthy thy words of fame, 

Who, through long years with obloquy o'ercast, 

To Nature's shrine hast reverently brought 
Thy gift — the faculty to reach the springs 
And harmonies of all created things : 

The simplest flower that lives, the humblest cot. 
Are to thy undisdaining muse a mine 
From whence, disclosed by thee. Thought's richest 
treasures shine. 



Asking Amiss. 1 1 



ASKING AMISS. 



ASK amiss. I pray for light. 
And life, and peace, and love, 
And strength to do the blessed will 
Of Him who reigns above. 

I ask for light — and, in that light, 

When I my vileness see, 
I will not own the nothingness 

Which then I seem to be. 

For life— but when I shun the Light 

TTiat is the Life of men, 
And do not come to Him, I choose 

Darkness and death again. 

For peace — 'tis only in the fold 
And by the Shepherd's side, 

And wanderers in the wilderness 
Its blessings are denied. 



Asking Amiss. 

For love — and treat with wrath or pride 

The brother whom I see, 
Yet hope to love the Unseen !— I know 

That thus it cannot be. 

And so my peace is fake ; my love 

A thing of name alone ; 
My strength — I lean upon a reed 

That pierces, and is gone. 

O lead and keep me, gracious ]x>rd, 
Where light and life are given, 

And love, and peace, and strength divine— 
And Earth shall yield to Heaven. 




WitA the Gift of a Musical Album. 13 



WITH THE GIFT OF A MUSICAL ALBUM. 




ITH the redbreast at your window, 
While the " Peace, good-will" bells chime, 
We are come, kind friend and pastor, 
At this merry, joyous time ; 

Bringing you this little token — 

Simple offering, but sincere — 
Wishing you a happy Christmas, 

And a bright and glad New Year. 

Grateful for your Bible teachings, 
For those prayers that we may be 

Characters of holiest beauty, 
Such as God would love to see ; 

Such that^ when our days are ended. 

Many whom we leave behind 
Shall behold our faces fondly, 

Memory-pictured in the mind ; 



14 With the Gift of a Musical Album. 

Such that, when our names are nam^d, 
'Twill be touching with a key 

Some mysterious, silent casket, 
Waking hidden melody. 

God will hear your prayers, and bless us ; 

And to you, kind friend and dear. 
Grant a many a happy Christmas, 

Many a bright and glad New Year 1 




Earth, hear the Word of the Lord I 15 



EARTH, HEAR THE WORD OF THE LORD ! 



« 



Y doctrine shall drop as the rain, 




My speech shall distil as the dew, 
As showers that water the plain. 
And verdure and beauty renew." 

Earth, Earth, Earth, 
O Earth, hear the word of the Lord ! 

It speaks in the whispering wind, 
It reads on yon canopy blue — 

" O Earth, thy Maker is kind ! 
O Man, thy love is His due !'* 

Earth, Earth, Earth, 
O Earth, hear the word of the Lord ! 

It comes with the dawning of light. 
It breathes from the blossoming bough- 

" O Youth, thy morning is bright, 
Remember thy Maker now P* 

Earth, Earth, Earth, 
O Earth, hear the word of the Lord ! 



1 6 Earth, hear the Word of the Lord I ' 

'Tis heard when thy head lieth low, 
It speaks in life's vigour and bloom, 

*Mid Vanity's flattering show, 
As after the slow-waving plume. 

Earth, Earth, Earth, 
O Earth, hear the word of the Lord ! 

And, deep in thine innermost heart, 
A voice there is answering clear — 

" O Lord, Thou worthiest art 
Of love and of worship here !" 

Earth, Earth, Earth, 
O Earth, hear the word of the Lord ! 




" Our Little Dog lies here:* 1 7 



"OUR LITTLE DOG LIES HERE.*' 



W TINY grave, 

"' ""A span or two in length, with leaves and flowers 
And grass overspread, and neatly fenced around : 
This was the love-work of a fair young child. 
And she had chosen a sequestered spot. 
The loveliest and the loneliest in the garden, 
Apart from all intruders and the tread 
Or idle gaze of careless passers-by. 
Here peep'd the snowdrop, here the ivy gloom'd, 
And here the fuschia's graceful clusters hung. 
So in this shady bower of loveliness. 
The little flowery sepulchre arose ; 
Her heart had planned, her hands had fashioned it ; 
And over it the epitaph I read — 
" Our little dog lies here.'* 

Musing, I thought upon this deed of love. 
Were I but sure," I said within myself, 



1 8 " Our Little Dog lies hereJ' 

" Of such a tomb, by hands affectionate 
Erected, and by hearts as kind and fond 
As hers inscribed, it were no pain to die. 
And I would ask no higher boon of those 
Who shall outlive me when I pasjs from time- 
To love me as that fair child loved her pet, 
And grant me such a grave." 




Tli( Memm-y of the Past, 1 9 



THE MEMORY OF THE PAST, 



p HERE is a Voice that speaketh- 

(Attend it while ye may) — 
Go, son, into My vineyard, 

And work while it is day. 
The guilt of years thou mournest 

Shall in the depths be cast, 
And mercy's hand pluck from thee 

The memory of the past 

Go work, for when night cometh 

Work may no longer be — 
There 's neither might nor wisdom 

Beneath the cypress-tree j 
But deeds of holy striving 

Shall have their crown at last, 
And then shall bloom in sweetness 

The memory of the past 
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WHISPERS OP REST. 



OFT ! 'Tis the Saviour speaks- 
*" Come to my breast ! " 
Sweet is that heavenly 
Whisper of rest. 

" Come, sad and weary one, 

Come unto Me ! 
More than a mother's love 

Mine is for thee, 

" She may forget her child ; 

Never can I ; 
See, on My hands thy name 

Graven doth lie, 

** I thy Redeemer am — 

Mighty to save. 
Thou shalt have victory 

Over the grave. 



Whispers of Rest, 

" Whene'er thy heart is sad, 

Look up above ; 
Trust in My faithfulness, 

Lean on My love. 



21 



a 



Even through chastisement, 
Under the rod, 
All shall be well with thee — 
I am thy God." 



Yes, 'tis my Saviour speaks ! 

I '11 to His breast ; 
Sweet is His heavenly 

• Whisper of rest 




22 Before the Day. 



BEFORE THE DAY. 




■J ISTREST and drooping one, 
That seest in thy griefs dark night no ray 
Of hope across the gloom, — 
The brighter hour will come ; 
Forget not, drooping one. 
The darkest hour is that before the day. 

O hopeless of the light \ 
Hear what the watchers on the hill-top say — 
Who saw its ray afar. 
Who hail thy brightening star — 
Though still beyond thy sight — 
The darkest hour is that before the day. 

" Thy long, long night is o'er : 
Still dark to thee, but from the mountains grey 
The mists even now are rolPd ; 
The purple and the gold 
Shall robe them as before ; 
The darkest hour is that before the day. 




Before the Day. ^3 

" And all the birds shall wake, 
And thrill thy lorn heart with their gladd'ning lay ; 

■ Though hush'd their songs awhile. 
Soon to the Mora's bright smile 

Loud welcome they shall make ; 
The darkest hour is that before the day." 

Then turn thee to the light. 

And gird thyself, and meet it on its way. 

See, in the Eastern skies. 

Thy morn of hope arise ! 

And where is now thy night? — 

The darkest hour was that before the day. 




24 The Saviour to His Folloiver. 



THE SAVIOUR TO HIS FOLLOWER. 

(an adaptation.) 



a/7 H ASE from thy mind those guilty fears ; 
^Wipe from thy cheek those needless tears ; 
Thy Saviour will not from thee' part ; 
He '11 keep possession of thy heart — 
Thou gav'st it Me. 

Dearer than life itself to Me 
Thine everlasting destiny. 
With greater love could'st thou be loved ? 
A love thy Saviour's heart that moved 
To die for thee ! 

I have not loved as mortals do ; 
A mother may forget thee, too ; 
I loved thee, child, when thou to claim 
A Father's love did'st plead My name — 
My name is love. 



The Savio 



His Fei/ower. 



They bid thee leave my sheltering side ; 
I bid thee closer there abide ; 
For thou would'st die bereft of Me; 
And here are life and peace for thee — 
Abide with Me ! 




26 To Martha. 



TO MARTHA. 




Y thoughts o'er two bright years went voyaging, 



And home to-night into their haven glide ; 
Rich freight of fragrant memories they bring — 

The light of sunniest hours at Martha's side. 
Happy New Year to her — my own bright love, 

And blessings, blessings, blessings from above ! 
So may the Star of Hope, that sweetly rose 

Upon our hearts that happy Christmas dawn. 

Lend still its cheering rays to lead us on. 
Love lighting all our pathway to the close ! 
It is Thy choosing, Father. With Thy hand 

Vouchsafe to guard us through life's journeying ; 
And we shall praise Thee here, and when we stand 

Near the bright river where the ransom'd sing. 



A Retrospect. 27 



A RETROSPECT. 




Y loved one, my fond one, this sweet Sabbath 
evening, 

While others have gone to the House of the Lord, 
We sit in the twilight, His mercies recalling. 

Till tears from their fountains are silently pour'd. 

We have dwelt one whole year in affection together, 
The sweet dove of Peace hath her nest in our 
home. 
Our griefs have been few, and our joys have been 
many — 
And thus may it be in the bright years to come ! 

For not very far is the home of your childhood, 
The mother you love and the sister so dear ; 

But a few merry steps, and you bound o'er its 
threshold ; 
A wish, as to-day, will assemble them here. 



28 A Retrospect, 

O love, how you raiss'd them that first Sabbath 
morning ! 
The sensitive heart had its trial that day, 
And the dark sorrow-clouds gathered dense, till we 
open'd 
The book that sheds light on the loneliest way. 

Shall we ever forget the sweet comfort it gave us, 
That blessed and beautiful chapter in John ? 

Came the Master Himself as we pleaded His pro- 
mise : 
We rose, and the feeling of sadness was gone. 

So, love, let us live that our prayers be not hinder'd ; 

True heirs of the |;race of that life let us be, 
Of which to our hearts a sure earnest was given 

That first Sabbath evening alone by the sea. 




God is Love. 29 



GOD IS LOVfe. 



Mr LONE, there sweetly came to me 

A joy, earth's joys above : 
It came in a swelling tide to me 

From a thought of God*s great love. 
O heart, rejoice continually 

In thoughts of God's great love ! 

Again it came, so peacefully. 

Another heart to move, 
With a child's sweet whisper (soft and pure 

Dove-message) — " God is love." 
O hearts, rejoice continually 

In thoughts of God's great love ! 



30 To an Infant asleep on Us Mother's Breast, 



TO AN INFANT ASLEEP ON ITS MOTHER'S 

BREAST. 




I 



ESTLING beneath those sheltering wings, 

Sleep, baby, sleep ! 
The world, with all its hidden springs 
Of happiness and misery, 
Is yet unknown to thee. 

Sleep, baby, sleep ! 

An eye of love upon thee beams. 

Sleep, baby, sleep ! 
A spirit gentle as thy dreams 

Around thee folds her loving arms ; 
There, safe from all alarms, 
Sleep, baby, sleep ! 

Safe from all harm upon that breast, 

Sleep, baby, sleep ! 
It is the surest, sweetest rest 
Thy little life shall ever know 
Till thou art laid below — 
Sleep, baby, sleep ! 



To my Mother, 3 1 



TO MY MOTHER. 



HE shall not be forgotten, if my pen 

^Can write, my fond heart prompt, a fitting lay, 

Who, resting in our peaceful home, to-day 
Enters upon her threescore years and ten ; 
And in her chamber's chosen solitude 

Retracing all her chequer'd pilgrimage. 
Finds nought has fail'd of all the promised good. 

And thanks her Guide in youth, her Friend in age. 
But, come : the lamp is lighted ; come and share 

Our fireside. Mother. In those loving eyes 
Read welcome. See ! this charmer of our care 

A-tiptoe for the dance ! By tenderest ties 
Mid-linked to-night with age and infancy, 
I pray life's evening hours thy happiest may be ! 



32 Lines in Reply, 



LINES IN REPLY TO THE FOLLOWING : 

'' Some happy mortals appear to be the especial favourites 
of Fortune ; without a care or sorrow to disturb the smooth 
current of their existence ; with nought to engage their attenr 
tion but how best to enjoy life and all its pleasures." 




f HERE are a favoured few, you said, 

Whose lot is evermore to move 
Along a path with flowers o'erspread, 

And sunny with the smiles of love ; 
That all the rest a tear-bedew'd, 
A rough and thorny way pursued. 

While voyaging a Summer sea, 

Do mildest zephyrs always breathe ? 

Do the frail barques all prosperously 
Glide on ? Are there no rocks beneath ? 

No sudden shoals ? No awful form 

Of hurricane or angry storm ? 



Lines in Reply. 33 

In Pleasure's soft and syren bower, 

Enchanted by her magic spell, 
Those favour'd ones a fleeting hour 

In sweet captivity may dwell ; 
But ah ! " life's rosy noon" once o'er, 
Those short-lived joys attract no more. 

Then, when the fitful dream is o'er — 
When the wild pulse of joy is still — 

When the Enchantress wields no more 
Her magic power the soul to thrill — 

When Love has said a last adieu, 

And Mirth and Wit have vanish'd too — 

Ah ! then, from troubled sleep awaking. 
Conscience, in vain appeased, starts up. 

And while the silver cord is breaking. 
Cries — " Where is gone the sparkling cup 

Which once in ecstasy I drain'd ? 

Ah ! what I Ve lost I How Httle gain'd !" 

Tis ever thus. The syren sings 

Alluringly, but to destroy ; 
'Midst brightest flowers the serpent stings \ 

Delusive is earth's higJ^^^A. \o^ \ 



34 Lines in Reply, 

A fleeting shade, a bubble burst, 
The happiness for which we thirst. 

Then let that other path be mine — 
The steep and rough and thorny road ; 

Earth's phantom pleasures I resign, 
And follow where the wise have trod, 

And in His steps who bids me bear 

His Cross awhile, His crown to share. 



■^^ 
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TO J. W. R. ON THE BIRTH OF HIS 
FIRST-BORN. 



W GLADNESS in the house, a son is born ! 
Faces of friends and neighbours, smile-en- 
wreathed, 

Throng at the threshold, and the wish is breathed 
From many kindly hearts for due return 

Of kindred blessings ; while the father smiles, 
And the fond mother looks through eyes of tears 
On what has come to bless the love-bound years. 

Portion so sweet the sharer reconciles 
Even to bitterest lot ; but thine, O Friend, 

Is 'midst the roses of thine own hand's planting 

In a well-weeded soil. No joy was wanting 
Save this, the crowning joy. And, to the end, 

May thy heart's treasury in wealth increase ' 

Of added blessings, and that end be peace ! 



36 Holy^ Happy ^ Useful. 



HOLY, HAPPY, USEFUL. 




^^11^ OLY, happy, useful 

God would have thee be^ 
Here on earth a little, 
Then eternally. 

Holy — God is holy ; 

Happy — God is love ; 
Useful for the Master 

And the Friend above. 

Holy, happy, useful ! 

Satan lies to thee ! 
Holiness is beauty \ 

Sin, deformity. 

Holy, happy, useful ! 

Elarth's joys — do they stay ? 
Here 's a truer gladness 

None can take away. 



Holy^ Happy, Useful 37 

Holy, happy, useful ! 

Sorrow's dimmings now 
Make the gem the brighter 

For the Saviour's brow. 

Holy, happy, useful ! 

Thus thy days fulfil ; 
He who then is holy 

Shall be holy still. 

Happy still and useful, 

Jewel in the store. 
Pillar in the Temple, 

To go out no more. 

Saviour, make me holy ! 

Useful may I prove, 
Happy in the service 

Of the God of love. 



3^ Christmastide, 



CHRISTMASTIDE. 




VEN unto Bethlehem — the House of Bread — 
Father, I, too, would with Thy children come I 

Though scarce a child, yet hath not many a crumb 
FalFn to my lot when Thou the feast hast spread ? 

I ask no earthly boon of Thee to-day. 
But what Thy love sees best to grant to me ; 
My heart's fond covetings, as known to Thee, 

Give or withhold — I would Thy will obey. 
But Thou who didst receive the prodigal 

With fullest welcome — robe, and ring, and kiss — 
Nor with one chiding word rebuke his fall, 

Wilt, freeliest of Thy blessings, grant me this — 
To join Thy glad-souFd children, and with them 
Eat of the Bread of Life to-day in Bethlehem I 



A Song of the Seasons. 39 



A SONG OF THE SEASONS. 



f^H, 'tis sweet in the bright Spring sunshine, 
When all things smiling seem, 
To roam o'er glittering meadow-lands. 

Or listlessly lie and dream ; 
While the winds are softly sighing. 

And the rustling leaves reply. 
Or to the ear is wafted 
The trill of a warbler nigh. 

And 'tis sweet in the glorious summer 

To wander forth at dawn, 
And list to the carolling sprite aloft 

As he singeth and soareth on ; 
Or by the gleaming ocean 

On starry night to rove. 
While all around is stillness, 

Save the whispering voice of love. 

And when Autumn, still more glorious, 
With its ripened heaps hath come, 

'Tis sweet to view the peasants group 
Round the joyous harvest home ; 
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Or when the gleeful maidens 
At eve with their lovers hie 

To dance in the laughing moonlight, 
Where the riiiilet ripples by. 

But give me a merry Christmas 

At the close of the circling year, 
With all its gladsome gaiety, 

Its jollity and its cheer ; 
Where happy hearts and faces 

Surround the blazing hearth, 
And to never a thought of sadness. 

The joyous hour gives birth. 

You may talk of Summer and sunshine. 

And prate of Autumn and Spring, 
But of the circling seasons all 

Christmas is surely king. 
With welcomes of glad children — 

With plenty in his train — 
With the beautiful Bethlehem story. 

He cometh, he cometh again ! 
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ON A PINE DAY IN JANUARY WHICH THE 

ALMANAC FORETOLD WOULD BE 

OTHERWISE. 



" Made !" quoth the fellow, with a smile — ** to sell." 

Dr. Walcot. 




HO ever saw in June, July, or August, 
Such glorious weather ? 'Tis as if Apollo 

Had said — " Oh, botheration, if I follow 
Those Almanacs again ! " " With many a raw gust 

The year is ushered in and cold, damp weather." 
A plague upon old Moore, his book hath lied ! 
One trusty little com *s a weather-guide 

Worth half the tables in the world together. 
Go, search for truth : you '11 find it at the bottom — 

Not of a Calendar, but — of a well ; 

And yet — to do them justice — 'tis to sell 
They 're made ; and if predictions for the Autumn, 

Of Winter, by a slight mistake, be true — 

What cares the prophet ? He has sold his book — 
and you. 
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TOGETHER. 

A DBPBRRBD BPITHALAMIUM. 




ESENTFUL of these strange delays 
^-5 While festive hours are fleeting, 
My harp reluctantly obeys, 

And half withholds its greeting ; 
All happy thouf^hts, all fitting words 

Are fled — I know not whither ; 
There rustles only from the chords 
The whisper'd word " Together." 

Love-link'd at last ! One far from home, 

Stem Dut/s chain surrounding, 
But yearning for a day to come 

With quiet joys abounding ; 
And one, from rosy-curtain'd nest, 

Goes forth — Love pointing thither — 
To build, with him she loves the best, 

Their new, sweet home together. 
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There came the very choice of days 

To crown the Mi-na-meala ; 
Fit emblem of the happiness 

Of sunbright years to follow. 
Sure gladness self hath been with ye, 

Bright pair, o'er lake and heather, 
While golden store for memory 

Ye there laid up together. 

Some little troubles may arise. 

But each with each can share them, 
And swiftly from the gracious skies 

Will come the help to bear them ; 
Then burdens will no burdens be, 

Or light as any feather. 
When, cheerfully and lovingly. 

Ye take them up together. 

To hearts that mingle at the Cross, 
' Oh, what is earthly sorrow ? 
Oh, what to them earth's gain or loss, 

Who thence their treasures borrow ? 
Preserved, perfumed with fragrant oil, 

May come what change of weather, 
Nor damp can mar, nor mildew spoil 

Hearts seasoned thus together. 
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Remember'd in the old home-place, 

Full many a prayer 's ascending, 
That God would guard you by His grace 

Until life's latest ending ; 
And, water'd thus by heavenly dew. 

Affection shall not wither, 
But here bloom sweetly and anew 

In yon bright home — together. 
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TO A SPANISH AIR. 

(bn una arbnosa.) 




T noon, when the weary winds were still, 
"^ Roam'd I with a careless will, 
Where, with its songs, a sun-bright rill, 
Silvery-voiced, waked sweetest thrill. 

And my heart grew lightest ; 

Life and all seemed brightest ; 
Here, I said, I fain would stay, 
Dream the golden hours away, 
Here lie dreamingly for aye. 

At eve, when the winds were soft and low, 
Through the churchyard did 1 go. 
Stepping, with footstep sad and slow, 
'Mong the green mounds to and fro. 

And my heart was dreary ; 

I of life was weary ; 
Here, I sigh'd, I fain would rest. 
In the churchyard's quiet breast — 
Here for ever be at rest 
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7J> a Spanish Air. 

At night with the joyful multitude 
I within the Temple stood ; 
Then was the restless will subdued, 
And the joy of life renew'd. 
In the New Year's greeting 
Trastful hearts were meeting ; 
Hearts that prized than golden store 
God-comtnanded blessing more — 
Even life for evermore. 
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LET EARTH BE GLAD. 



fH, why should we ever be sad or dreary ? 
In spirit sink, or in heart grow weary ? 
Listen ! Oh, hear that gracious voice 
Bidding our innermost hearts rejoice ; 
Bidding us make our boast in God ; 
Bidding us utter His praise abroad. 

Into His Name, as into a tower, 

Have we not often in danger's hour 

For safety run, and the foe defied. 

And " The Lord is my Helper! " boldly cried- 

" He hath covered my head in battle's day. 

And scattered my fears like chaff away ! " 

' Why art thou then disquieted ? 
And wilt thou never be comforted. 
My soul, my soul ? Oh, hope in God ! 
Praise Him, and— spreading His praise abroad- 
Never again shall the heart grow weary, 
A day be long, or a moment dreary. 
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THE NEW EARTH. 



vpY^ E who love the Lord Christ and expect His ap 
3lj?) pearing, 

Come, a little while, sing of the joys we shall know 
In that happy time that is every day nearing, 

When Jesus shall reign with His people below. 

'Twill be so : 

The Saviour will dwell with His people below. 

In that happy time neither serpent nor briar 

Shall wound, when to gather the roses we go ; 
And the rough shall be smooth, and the way never 
tire 
The glad feet that rove o'er the Eden below. 

'Twill be so : 
With Jesus we'll walk o'er the Eden below. 
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When He last trod our earth, 'twas in anguish and 
sorrow — 
He moum'd for its madness, He wept for its woe ; 
There is weeping at night, but there 's joy with the 
morrow, 
And the King shall rejoice o*er His Eden below. 

Twill be so : 
We will share in that joy in the Eden below. 

Clad in garments of praise, with our anthems of 
gladness. 
That morning and noon-tide and evening shall flow 
Out of hearts fill'd with joy, when the sighing and 
sadness 
For ever have fled from the Eden below ! 

Twill be so : 
Twill be fulness of joy in the Eden below ! 

Away ! These are dreams — the vain hopes of the 
dreamer ! 
It is not for mortals that season to know. 
Yet our hearts beat with hope ; for Thy love, O Re- 
deemer, 
Makes the Eden above or an Eden below ! 

Even so : 
Thy love is our Eden, above or below I 



5° 



Hie New Earth. 



So we 'U sing whilst we work, for the Lord's way 

preparing, 

Till all the glad Gospel sound happily know ; 

Till the wilderness smile, all its blight disappearing — 

As the garden of God bloom the Eden below. 

Let us go 
To hasten the days of the Eden below. 
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HOME OF THE HAPPY. 




HERE bide the blest in calm and peace- 
Home of the happy ! 

Where cares shall end and troubles cease — 
Home of the happy ! 

I fain would reach your quiet shore, 

My labour done, my journey o'er, 

1 o rest in thee for evermore — 
Home of the happy ! 

No aching heart is found in thee. 

Home of the happy ! 
Sin must an endless exile be, 

Home of the happy ! 
Sorrow and f.ighing — strangers they ; 
No night — one bright, eternal day ; 
The former things all pass'd away — 

Home of the happy. 
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What glorious things are told of thee, 

Home of the happy ! 
Thy beauty and thy melody, 

Home of the happy ! 
Their crowns thy white-robed conquerors bring, 
And cast them down before the King, 
While voice and harp His praises ring — 

Home of the happy ! 

But who are these have reach'd thy shore, 

Home of the happy — 
And found sweet rest for evermore. 

Home of the happy ? 
The humble, trusting, loving — they 
Who bow'd to Jesu's gentle sway, 
More meet for thee made day by day, 

Home of the happy ! 

More meet to share thy joys above. 

Home of the happy ! 
Thy better life, thy purer love. 

Home of the happy 1 
Sin and its stain removed — forgiven ; 
The spirit purged from earthly leaven ; 
Heaven in the heart, the heart in heaven — 

Home of the happy ! 
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Abiding Home ! true Home of Peace ! 

Home of the happy ! 
For earth is but the wilderness, 

Home of the happy ! 
Soon will the pilgrimage be o*er, 
And then, upon thy quiet shore, 
Remaineth rest for evermore — 

Home of the happy ! 
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THE SERVICE OF SONG. 

/I «r~" Singing for ever." — Philip Phillips. 




ARTH we leave on faith's strong wing, 

When those bright hopes cheer us ; 
Heaven descends while thus we sing, 

Bringing its glories near us. 
Lo ! the fadeless, healing leaves 

Bloom on the banks of the River ! 
Lo ! the countless multitude 

Singing and praising for ever ! 

Every hour of every day 

Let us still be praising ; 
Every step along the way 

Cheerfullest melody raising ; 
Till with that melodious throng, 

Striking their harps by the River, 
We shall blend our notes of praise, 

Singing for ever and ever. 
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Ifere we sing, but not for ay 

There is praise unceasing ; 
All the bright, eternal day 

Wonder and love increasing. 
As our mercies we recall, 

Safe by the beautiful river. 
Ours the sweetest notes of all. 

Singing and praising for ever 
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CHRIST THE WAY. 




HEN to our Sovereign back we came, 




As guilty rebels, humbled foes, 
To tell our thanklessness with shame, 
And seek forgiveness and repose — 
It was through Christ, the Life, the Way ; 
He tum'd the righteous wrath away. 

All gently and with eyes of grace 
He view'd us from His father's side. 

And wept, and pointed to the place 
Of cruel wounds, whence still the tide 

Of crimson flows. Through Him, the Way, 

Still come we, as we came that day. 

Whom late we served still roams about, 

And still retains a fatal power 
Sudden to seize with fiendish shout 

« 

The soul in its unguarded hour ; 
But while we walk in Christ, the Way, 
We walk secure, nor fall a ptey. 
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Yet who can tell the many snares 
That still he spreads, the crafty foe ? 

What sudden pitfalls he prepares ! 
What ambush'd wiles to bring us low ! 

Then walk we still in Christ, the Way, 

Ponder our feet, and watch and pray. 

And dauntlessly and joyfully 

Still haste we on, nor pause, nor fear ; 
A cross we bear, a crown we see, 

And smile on death, that brings us near 
The Light, the Life, the Truth, the Way, 
Through life, through death, to realms of day. 
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TO ERIN. 




RIN, a loving, gentle Hand 

Shall free thee from thy chain, 
And thou shalt freedom understand 

When Jesus comes to reign. 
Then brighter than the ancient days 

Thy glory shall return, 
When, streaming far through Europe's haze, 

Thy lamp was seen to bum. 

Thou once wast Learning's cradle, once 

A hearth of Piety ; 
And there was welcome for thy sons 

At thrones beyond the sea. 
Island of Saints ! 'twas with thee then 

A morn of promise bright ; 
Thy day was dark, but, lo I again 

At evening 'twill be light ! 
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A SATURDAY NIGHT'S THOUGHTS. 




EEKS, months, and years ! 
^3'> How rapidly, 
Through smiles and tears, 
Ye hurry by ! 
Time flies, aye flies ; and who can say 
How soon for him thy solemn day, 
Eternity ! 

Weeks, months, and years I 

How joyously 
For him who fears 
His God, ye hie ! 
Time flies, aye flies ; yet he can say, 
" Speed ! speed ! " while nears thy gladsome day. 
Eternity ! 
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Weeks, months, or years, 

Far off or nigh, 
A moment nears 
When I must die. 
Time flies, aye flies ; but calm I'll stay 
Where Jesus bids me till thy day, 
Eternity ! 
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SABBATH REST. 



§N those who love the Master how thy light, 
O Sabbath, dawns ! Who, toiling patiently 

Throughout the busy week, with single eye 
To win His smile, (Who bids us do with might 

What the hand findeth, and hath set six days 
Wherein to labour and do all our work,) 
Send wistful longings from the care and irk 

To those calm scenes and hours of prayer and 
• praise. 
With brighter look of self-forgetfulness. 

May I pursue the homeward, heavenward way, 
Letting all bodings and all broodings cease ; 
To win from Duty her reward, and seek 
To earn by cheerful labours of the week 

The sweet refreshment of the Sacred Day. 
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FROM THE HILL MIZAR. 




ATHER, I am weak ! — 
Child, My strength is thine !- 
Oh, thus lovingly. 
As in days gone by. 
Voice of Love divine, 
To my spirit speak. 

Bid my heart retrace 

All Thy love hath been — 
All the constant care ; 
Blessings everywhere ; 
Perils seen, unseen, 
Warded by Thy grace. 

In the lone dark hour 

When the chill winds blew. 
And each sweeping storm 
Reft some cherish'd form, 
Then Thy love I knew — 
Then I felt its power. 
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To the House of Prayer, 
With the multitude, 
Joyful I have gone ; 
Blessings, many a one, 
Thou hast there bestow'd — 
Lightened many a care. 

With Thine Israel 

What sweet hours were mine ! 
What communings sweet I 
When, around Thy feet. 
Singing hymns divine — 
Who the joy could tell ? 

Satan tries to-day 
Lurings manifold. 

Spreading many a snare, 
And the world seems fair. 
Ah ! my love grows cold ! 
Ah ! my heart will stray ! 

Saviour ! Thou Who art 
Evermore the same. 
Let me hear Thy voice, 
And again rejoice ; 
Call me by my name. 
Keep this restless heart 
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Over sea or land, 
Wheresoe'er I dwell, 
Wheresoe'er I roam, 
Be Thy love my home ! 
Let nor earth nor hell 
Pluck me from Thy hand ! 
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A MOTHER'S BIRTHDAY. 

(an acrostic.) 



I. 

ffiS they swiftly pass or slowly 
' Memory marks each birthday bright ; 
One can never pass unnoticed — 

This we celebrate to-night. 
Heart-most in the glad home-circle, 

Ever cheerful and serene, 
Radiant with love's recollections. 

Sits the mother, like a queen. 

II. 

Brings the time this whisper, mother : 

It was in the leafy June, 
Rich with all its wealth of sunshine, 

That you first beheld the Sun. 
Heaven knows naught of changing season. 

Death nor Winter there can reign, 
And within an endless Summer 

Your birthday must date again. 
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SONNET. 




Y early playmate Annie's bridal mom ! 
From heart to heart its happy music swells, 
And joy is brimming o'er its lucid wells, 

And pleasure is a rose without a thorn. 

And sad and sweet the memories of yore 
To me, retracing many a vanished year. 
Till childhood's happy mom shows bright and clear. 

And childhood's happy sports delight once more. 

Her, in my dark and wandering days, I've seen 
Holding her pure and good and peaceful way. 
Still glad the kind and gentle word to say — 

Planting the roses where the thorns had been. 

What shall I wish them on their wedding-day ? 

Christ at the feast and in their hearts alway. 
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IN THE VALLEY. 

[Written while a loved relative was preparing to follow her 
brothers and sisters to the better land.] 




RAIL frame, speed thy decaying, 

Soon I shall be for aye 
Where all the pain and sorrow 

Of earth are past away \ 
Where sweepeth no bereavement — 

In yon fair Home above 
Tears are wiped off all faces 

By God^s own hand of love. 

O House of many mansions ! 

O Land of sweet repose ! 
Waiting the weary pilgrim 

Whene'er the journey close ! 
To rest from toil and conflict, 

And breathe celestial air. 
And talk to one another 

Of all our mercies there. 
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ril know the helping angels 

Who cheer'd me while I trod 
The steep and narrow pathway 

That leads our feet to God ; 
And many and many a loved one 

I'll greet on yonder Hill — 
Christ's undespisM kinsmen, 

Who do His Father's will. 

And I shall see the Saviour ! 

Clasp now, my heart. His Name, 
More dear than wealth, or pleasure, 

Or fading wreaths of fame. 
The Altogether Lovely, 

Fountain of love untold. 
Mine eyes, and not another, 

For ever shall behold. 

What though through Death's dark valley 

Still painful steps there be, 
Jehovah is my Shepherd, 

And He doth comfort me. 
I lean upon His promise— 

His word is precious still — 
He saith, " I'll never leave thee !" 

His love my heart doth fill. 
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Oh, see ! it dawneth yonder — 

The mom of endless day ! 
My heart is glad within me, 

As at my childhood's play. 
My feet have reached the River— 

Tis cold and dark no more, 
And radiant forms are standing 

Upon its farther shore I 

Frail clay, speed thy dissolving ! 

A house not made with hands, 
Within the heavens, eternal, 

For me with welcome stands ; 
And soon with all my kindred — 

With Christ I soon shall be, 
And praise to listening angels 

His wondrous love to me. 
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IN MEMORIAM. 




P HOU hast reached home before us, and that home 

Is in the land of life, and shall remain 
For ever. Nevermore on thee shall come 
The breath of sorrow, or the touch of pain, 
Or sigh of sinking heart, or ache of weary brain. 

Resting to-day by this bright Western shore 
With her, my gentle bride, come thoughts of 
thee ; 
And she, thy merry-making mate of yore, 
Whispers thy name, and far in memory 
Plays with thee once again beside the murmuring sea. 

Thy prospect hath expanded. We have seen 
Thine eye delighted rove o'er vale and liill, 
Marking whatever of beauty there hath been 
In hiding wildflower or in laughing rill ; 
Now at its source thy soul drinks of this joy its fill. 
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All lovely things of earth and sea and air, 
The tree's green foliage and the flower's bright 
hue, 
Mpuntain, and lake, and glen, and sunsets fair, 
Became thy study. What thy pencil drew ^ 
We treasure — Art's fine touch to Nature's meaning 
true. 

That heart, so finely tuned to sympathy, 

How oft has grieved 'mid scenes of beauty rare ! 

How oft the tear has trembled in that eye 
With thoughts of earth's unhappiness and care — 
That sin should mar a world so beautiful and fair. 

Sin — dark'ning, weak'ning, desolating thing, 
The blight that fell on Eden's blooming bower — 

No foe to that new Paradise can bring. 
No tempter whisper, and no wolf devour ; 
No death, no pain, no tear, no sigh, no lonely hour. 

But thou couldst tell us of that wondrous clime, 
Things that we tried to dream of, but in vain ; 

Save when, on golden eve of Summer time, 
We sat, and sang with thee the sacred strain — 
The good land stood so near, and the way seem'd so 
plain. 
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Will there be flowers in Heaven ? Shall we know 

Our kindred when we meet them in the sky ? 
Shall we remember earth, and shall we go 

To help the lingering loved ones ? Shall we fly 
iVith aid what perilous time the hosts of ill are nigh ? 

On these, and themes like these, our converse ran, 
Now, freed for ever from the clogging clay, 

'Tis thine to grasp all knowledge, thine to scan 
From yon clear height the mercy-guarded way 
Which led thy steps through night to those bright 
fields of day. 

The retrospect of well-spent hours is bright : 

And yonder, where thy sun no more shall set. 
So neither shall thy moon withdraw its light, 
And this fair earth shall be remembered yet \ 
Were here such hours of joy, 'twere sorrow to forget 

While we, remembering all thy life hath been — 
Thy converse as a citizen of Heaven — 

Believe thou treasurest many a hallow'd scene 
Of prayerful mom, toil'd noon, or peaceful even; 
For deeds of love have links that never shall be riven. 
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Considering still the needy and the poor : 
The Master's ** Whensoever ye will, ye may" 

Well understood, thy heart threw wide its door 
To Sorrow's children as they pass'd thy way, 
The timely act to show, the kindly word to say. 

And when the Shepherd, in His tenderness 
For little ones, laid care of them on thee. 

With what delight, and with what gentleness, 
From Bethlehem even unto Bethany, 
Thou shewedst them His steps Who bled on Calvary. 

On those who watch*d thy flight there fell sweet 
calm ; 
And strength was given to Faith to lift her wing 
And soar from grief, and see thee wave the palm 
Of triumph, and the welcome of the King, 
As lowly thou didst fall before Him, worshipping. 

Didst thou not, ere that gate of pearl was past, 

As at some memory of those beneath. 
One backward glance of recognition cast. 

Beckon and smile? We twine no cypress- 
wreath j 
We chaunt no requiem dirge; we feel this is not 
death. 
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Thou hast reached home. O gentle dove, thine eye 
Saw o'er the world's wide waste no point of rest, 

So early to thine Ark of Love didst fly. 

Shelter'd while here upon the Saviour's breast, 
Safely thou findest now in Heaven's home-land thy 
nest. 
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NOT WITHOUT HOPE. 



AN IMMORTBLLS. 




I. 

Grief. 
c HIS is the cemetery, 



And here repose the dead ; 
Here it were meet to tarry, 
And here let tears be shed. 

Faith. 
But let those tears of sadness 
Be changed to tears of gladness. 

II. 
Grief. 
These flowers shall tell above them 
Where silently they lie — 
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Faith. 
Nay ; did not God remove them 

To dwell beyond the sky ? 
Not silent they nor lonely — 
Here rest their bodies only. 

III. 
They have reached Home before us, 

And, from the Land of Peace, 
E*en now there floateth o'er us 

A whisper — " Sorrow, cease ! 
Christ for His own secureth 
A mansion that endureth." 





TRANSLATIONS. 
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THE LEAF. 

\ 



FROM THE FRENCH OF ARNAULT. 



"Though I come driven by calamity, and unknowing wh 

ther my course is bound, like a leaf travelling on the Nort 

Wind." 

Sir Walter Scott. The Monastery, 



f- 



EFT from thy parent stem 
Ere thou didst wither — 
Whither art wandering, 
I Hapless leaf, whither ? 

Sigh'd back the sere leaf — 
Nothing I know ; 

Where the wind carries me, 
Thither I go. 

Storm-blasts have shattered 
My sheltering tree ; 

There were life, beauty. 
And all things to me. 
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Since then a-wandering, 
I fade and I wither, 

At the wind's will swept 
Hither and thither. 

Now gently, now rudely, 
From lowland to hill. 

From forest to valley 
At the wind's will. 

I fear not, I heed not — 
Be it what may — 

The blast in its fury. 
The young wind at play. 

Why should I murmur ? 

Do I not see 
Other leaves — fairer ones — 

Wander like me ? 

• 

Storm-driven, desolate, 
Withering and wan, 

Rose-petals, laurel-leaves, 
Every one. 
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Ask them, if they can tell 

Whither they go, 
And they will answer thee— 

As the winds blow. 
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THE ISLAND MAID. 



FROM THE FRENCH OF VICTOR HUGO, 



^? tell me — is it true ? And will thy bark 
•^Spread her white wings, and leave our lovely 

isle? 
This eve I saw the sailors fold their tent ; 
I heard them sing for joy of their return. 
To my sad heart their songs, their smiles were sad. 

Why wilt thou leave our isle, young stranger, why ? 
Are our rich skies less beautiful than thine ? 
Is thine a land where sorrow seldom comes ? 
And will they lay their brother, when he dies, 
Beneath the plane-tree's silent shade to rest ? 

Dost thou forget the mom when the fresh gale 
Bore thee, a stranger, to our island shore ? 
Thou cairdst me from the lonely woods ; I came ; 
For, though ne'er heard before, thy voice had power 
To thrall my being as though a spirit spoke. . 
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Fresh were my cheeks, but rain will dim the rose, 
And tears will wither all earth's fairest flowers. 
O rest, young stranger. Tell me tales of home. 
And of thy mother ; sing those songs thou lovest. 
And teach me how to kneel before thy God. 

Thou shalt be all to me, and I thine own. 
Has aught in me e'er grieved thee ? Love, abide. 
Thy griefs I'll ever soothe, be ever fain 
And good ; and I will call thee by the name 
Thy sisters give thee in their fireside prayers. 

Or I will be thy slave, still leal and true. 

One smile from thee my coveted reward. 

Rest thee, young stranger ; prove my constancy. 

Why do I plead ? Like summer birds, that change 

From clime to clime, thy love ; mine — is my life. 

Yes, thou wilt leave me. Doubtless, 'mong the hills 
That shadow thy fair home, there is a maid 
Who lives upon the hope of thy return. 
Yet, might a slave not follow with her lord ? 
I'll be submissive ; haply I will love her, 
Since all thy joy is centered in her love. 
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I would die soon, I know — far from the dear 
Old faces thronging in my childhood's home, 
Whose joy and pride I was ; far from the flowers, 
The palms. Drear loneliness would sap my life. 
But, let me go ; near thee I pray to die. 

O hear me ! By the low banana tree, 

'Neath whose soft shade our hapless love began. 

Repulse me not ! What ! hast thou, then, no fear 

To go without thy wildly loving maid ? 

Think — her young soul may wander in the night, 

And seek to follow thee ! 

'Tis sunrise. On the sea's empurpled rim 
A white sail gleams. They sought her in her home 
In vain. The dusk maid through the forest paths, 
Or on the shores at eve, was seen no more ! — 
She went not with the stranger. 
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THE EXILE. 

PROM THB PRBNCH OP CHATEAUBRIAND. 




OW many sad, sweet memories 
Of thee, my native land, arise 1 
Sister, how peaceful were those days — 

The days we spent in France of yore ! 
My own loved land, thine exile's praise 

Greets, and shall greet thee evermore ! 



Let fancy for a moment stray 
To hours of childhood past away : 
When at a mother's knee we pla/d, 

And struggled for her fond caresses — 
Our fingers meeting while they stra/d 
Lovingly through her long bright tresses. 

And does my sister ever think 
Of that old Castle on the brink 
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Of winding Dore, or ever hear 
From its decaying turrets borne 

Those chimes, whose echoes, far and dear, 
Told tidings of the birth of mom ? 

And that fair lake whose breast of light 
The little swallow skims in flight ? 
How oft beside it we have stray'd, 

When simset's rosy splendour tinged it, 
The while low passing breezes made 

Sad music 'mong the reeds that fringed it ! 

And one who made all doubly dear — 
My Helen — dead for many a year ? 
Oh, many a livelong Summer's day 

Through flowery solitudes we roved, 
And smiled all thought, all care away. 
And only felt — we lived ! we loved I 

Who will give Helen back to me ? 
My mountain, and the old oak tree ? 
Thus, thus, through all my nights and days 

Come vague regrets and longings sore ; 
My own loved land, thy exile's praise 
Greets and shall greet thee evermore I 
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NAPOLEON'S ARAB STEED. 



PROM THE FRENCH OF BERANGER. 



In the year 1793, Madame Letitia was obliged to fly with 
her whole family from Corsica, where the anti-French party 
was in the ascendant. She took refuge at Marseilles, in a state 
of extreme poverty, although the contrary was asserted by some 
of her children, who upon this, as upon many other points, 
entertained very different views from those of the founder of 
their fortunes. Napoleon never made any secret of the days 
of their destitution. 




ES, thou art sold, my matchless Arab steed ! 
•The Jew, thy purchaser, is at the door ; 

And thou must go to help thy master's need, 
Whom poverty, alas ! hath smitten sore. 

Oh, hard, hard fate — that, for a little gold, 

Thou must be yielded up ! Couldst thou but know 
The grief I feel, thy tears, my steed, would flow 

Like those brave coursers in the tale of old. 

Adieu, my Arab ! else, upon the morrow. 

Those whom I love are doom'd to bide in sorrow. 
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Belovbd mother ! Let me read again 

Those sad, tear-blotted lines. " Napoleon, Heaven 
"Is wroth ; and though our lives are free from stain, 

Forth from our peaceful home to beg we're driven. 
Think of the torments I, thy mother, feel — 

Thus doom'd to hear my helpless children cry ! 

Yet, mom and eve, my prayer ascends on high 
That God would, blessing thee, protect us still." 
Adieu, my good steed ! through thine aid, to-morrow 
They whom I love shall cease to bide in sorrow. 

Twas at the harbour of Marseilles I bought thee ! 

And needless was the old Levantine's praise ; 
That fine arch'd neck, that restless ear, that haughty 

Fire-flashing eye, soon won my raptured gaze. 
I picture thee, as some proud Mameluke bids 

Thy price, the crafty Sheikh still, still delaying ; 

Or o'er the desert with the camels straying. 
Or resting by the shadowing Pyramids. 
Adieu, my steed ! Alas ! not mine to-morrow ; 
But still it is to save the loved from sorrow. 

Mounted on thee, how wont my soul to thrill 
With thoughts of fame, all other thoughts above ; 

How I might win in Eastern climes my fill 
Of battle's glorious gains — rank, fortune, love ! 
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Where Bagdad's walls arise, where Babylon 
Once shone, a simple soldier now could say, 
Had he but thee — " Tyrant, my hands I lay 
On thy possessions I Quit, for me, thy throne 1" 
Adieu, my Arab ! but for thee, to-morrow 
The loved must wander forth to beg in sorrow. 

Were the whole universe mine, by conquest won, 
Soon should my brothers choose an ample share ; 

Thy foot should stamp the earth, warm'd by my sun, 
And kings should rise to mate my sisters fair ! 

Oh ! for a kingdom, in whose splendour Rome — 
Even Rome — should be forgotten, though mine 
Beheld its downfall sudden as its rise, [eyes 

And though amidst its ruins lurk'd my tomb ! 

Adieu, my steed I without thine aid, to-morrow 

The loved should wander o'er the earth in sorrow. 

Thou wouldst have hastened my triumphal path ! 

And now, while Europe kindles far and near, 
" See I" they will cry, ** our Alexander hath 

Sold his Bucephalus !*' But while they sneer — 
Those petty chiefs — I little reck, for I 

New paths to glory soon and sure shall meet. 

Old France even now is trembling 'neath my feet ; 
And in thy place I shall have wings, and fly ! 
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Yet but for thee — yet but for thee, to-morrow 
My noble mother should go forth in sorrow. 

Now thou must go. The Jew is at the door. 

Ma/st ihou, my steed, a happier master find I 
The gold thou bring'st is all, alas ! too poor 

To shelter the beloved from fate unkind. 
We part, yet not without a hope. Again 

Some day, beneath my fortune's brightening star, 

I may descry thee *midst the ranks afar ! 
What arm, what fate shall keep us sunder'd then ? 
Adieu, my Arab ! but for thee, to-morrow 
The loved should wander forth in want and sorrow. 
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THE LAKE. 



FROM THB FRBNCH OF LAMARTINE. 



f^^ EVER thus, down Time's swift river gliding, 
Must we approach new shores, nor pause, nor 
stay? 
Is there no haven for our barque's abiding 
Even a single day ? 

Fair lake, when last I trod thy margin lonely, 
She was beside me ; now a year has flown ; 

And lo ! there sitteth now, in grief, one only - 
Upon this old moss'd stone. 

Thus by thy steep rocks thou wast murmuring, 
Beating them with that selfsame endless beat ; 

Thus thy light spray did sportive zephyrs fling 
In tribute to her feet. 



92 The Lake, 

Let me recall one eve of sunset splendour, 
When all was stillness — earth, air, wave — around. 

Save when the dipping oar would softly render 
A low melodious sound. 

Suddenly, sweetest music fill'd the air. 
Waking the echoes of the charmed shore : 

Thy listening wavelets smiled, for they had ne'er 
Such sweetness heard before. 

The Song. 

Stay, Time, thy flight 1 * 
Hours of delight, 

Your^wift course stay ! 
Leave us to feast ' 
On bliss, at least 

For one long day ! 

The happy leave 
For those who grieve, 

And sadly pray 
That thou would'st bear 
Their life of care, 

Swift-wing'd, away ! 
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Vain I implore 
A moment more. 

Thou wilt not stay. 
I say to Night — 
Retard thy flight ! 

And, lo ! — the Day ! 

The swift hours move — 
For life ! for love ! 

Smile, and be gay ! — 
We cannot bide. 
We ever glide 

On, and away ! 

Say, jealous Time, why fleet so speedily 
Those hours, when love in billows of delight 

Rolls to our feet ? Why give to misery, 
To care, a tardier flight ? 

Can we not fix those golden gleams that stray 
Across our wilder*d vision evermore ? 

Thou givest them, O Time ; they fade away ; 
Why wilt thou not restore ? 



; 
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O Lake ! O Rocks and Caves ! O gloomsome Bowers ! 

Until my wandering steps return again 
The memory of those delicious hours 

Will ye not still retain ? 

To greet me in your stillness and your storms, 
O lovely Lake, and in your guardian hills ; 

In those dark pines, and rugged, rocky forms, 
And myriad rippling rills. 
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PROM ANACREON. 



f^NCE I tried to sing the deeds of glory 
Of the heroes in the ages flown ; 
Lo ! my lyre refused each martial story. 
And its chords would tell of love alone. 

Then I changed the theme — the change was useless ; 

Then in wrath I flung my lyre away ; 
Tried another string— it, too, was museless ; 

Love was still the harp's unchanging lay. 

Till at length the secret strange divining, 
Why my wayward lyre thus fondly strove. 

Heroes' lays for love's with smiles resigning — 
Thriird my heart, as throbb'd its chords to love. 



M Ihm ffj^mx. 
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V^yMK^^^^^^k;^ tjk>^ ^usit a pcettj fime erected by Gljcera in her 

grotto. 

ASTE, Venus, to the beauteous shrine 
Of Glycera, whose incensed strain 

Hath reach'd thee, floating o'er the main ; 

Thy loved retreats forsake awhile ; 

Even thy chosen Cyprian isle 
For her, bright Deity, resign, 

And bless our temple with thy smile. 

Nor singly come, but in thy train 
Let all the many nymphs appear ! 
And bring thy laughing urchin here ! 
The Graces bring, and Mercury, 
And Hebe, who, apart from thee. 

Tries all her arts to please in vain. 
And idly wastes her witchery. 
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FROM HORACE, 



EIGHTH ODE OF FOURTH BOOK. 




HE merry minstrelsy 
Hath waked the smiling Spring. She looks around. 

The snow no longer shrouds the lea ; 
Again the green grass garbs the ground ; 

The green leaf decks the tree. 

Back to their quiet beds 
The swollen streams subside ; gone are the rains. 

The elder Grace her sisters leads 
In sprightly dance along the plains ; 

Each n)maph a measure treads. 

Think not to live alway : 
This truth the swiftly-fleeting seasons teach, 

And as they gently glide away 
A soft low whisper comes from each — 

Here, here we may not stay. 

H 
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Thus do the wintry chills 
Evanish at the breath of balmy Spring ; 

And Spring may not abide ; she feels 
Another, swiftly hurrying, 

Is treading at her heels. 

And Summer may not stay : 
She fades when Autumn in her presence stands 

With ripen'd heaps of harvest day, 
And golden apples in his hands ; 

Then Winter creeps his way. 

But these return again : 
Spring smiles her smile once more. The Summer says 

No lasting farewell. 0*er the plain 
Once more reels Autumn. Winter days 

Resume their short-lived reign. 

Yet which of us can tell 
But when the morrow brightens in the skies 

Another in our halls may dwell — 
Spending in swift festivities 

What we have hoarded well ? 



r\ 
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Once in that drear domain, 
When the stem judge has held the scale for thee, 

My friend, thy eloquence is vain : 
Thy pedigree, thy piety 

Wake only his disdain. 

For thus did Dian waste 
Her weary supplications for her loved 

Hippolytus, so pure, so chaste — 
By Death, the Inflexible, removed ; 

Vainly ; the doom was pass'd. 

Theseus may weep and rave — 
And his sad tears may fall like wintry rain 

For him, the beautiful, the brave ; 
But he will not come back again 

From the unpitying grave. 
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FROM VIRGIL. 

THE iSNBID, BOOK VI. 



iEneas, admitted to the Shades, hears from his father 
Anchises the future history of his descendants, whose images 
pass at the same time before his eyes. One in particular, the 
young Marcellus, attracts the hero's attention, and on inquiring 
of his guide — 




NCHISES then, and tears bedew'd his face — 
'•^" Forbear, my son," he cried, " nor further trace 
The sad disasters of thy hapless race. 
Thy young descendant's destiny must be 
All, save his early fate, unknown to thee. 
Enough, a bright but brief career below 
The gods have given, and only this bestow. 
Ye envious gods, through throned above, ye fear 
Rome's sons too much to leave one lasting here ! 

** Oh, what an hour for her of bitter woe 
When her young hero from her sight shall go ! 
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What universal grief ! What funeral state ! 
What anguish'd hearts bewail his early fate ! 
What mourning, too, *mongst all thy young compeers, 
Marcellus ! Thou wast worthy of their tears. 
For truly blest were Rome, if they who shed 
Those fruitless tears in honour of her dead, 
Exalt her fame as thou hast nobly done — 
Her brightest, best beloved, and bravest son ! 
Though now, in awful stillness, to her breast 
Clasp'd, in her clay-cold arms thou liest at rest, 
Yet not in silence rests thine honour'd name. 
But loudly echoes from the trump of Fame 
Through distant ages, and from clime to clime. 
Loved and revered in all succeeding time ! 
" Then bring ye lilies to adorn his bier : 
Plant many a flower, refreshed with many a tear : 
Above his dust let no dull cypress wave : 
Bright be all emblems round his early grave : 
Let blushing roses in their beauty bloom, 
And scatter all their fragrance round his tomb." 
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TO A PAINTING AND PARTLY DECLINING 

CHRISTIAN. 

(prom BERNARD, ABOUT A.D. ZZOO.) 



yxy ND couldst thou leave the Banner of the Cross ? 
"■^Was fear beneath a soldier's breast conceaPd ? 
Oh, lie no more i' the dust ! Retrieve thy loss ! 

Back with rekindled ardour to the field, 
And promise to the foe thou nevermore wilt yield. 

There have been in the service of our King 
Men who have manfully the fight begun, 

Their ground maintained, and on to conquering ; 
But few who, tempted from the field to run, 

Have to the strife returned, and valorously done. 

More rare, more glorious. Thou be one of these. 

But if thy heart still tremble, let it be 
When lying whispers gain of flight and ease ; 

Not thus wilt thou escape an enemy 
Who quails when men resist, grows valiant when 
they flee. 
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Sooner will he thy flying footprints trace 
Than meet thee in the combat, hand to hand ; 

More boldly strike thy back than dare thy face. 
Bestir thee 1 Were thine house by some fierce band 

Surrounded, wouldst thou lie beneath the Enchanter's 
wand? 

Grasp sword and shield again. Thy comrades join. 

One purpose beats in all their bosoms true. 
Why shouldst thou fear when such defence is thine ? 

Angels are on thy side. Thy Leader view ! 
" Be of good cheer/' he cries, " I have overcome for 
you." 

With Christ ! For Christ ! The foe may rage in vain. 

Safe in the battle and of victory sure ! 
Nay, wert thou wounded, trampled on, and slain, 
Twere worth thy while ten thousand deaths to en- 
dure. 
And, through Death's Vanquisher, the deathless life 
secure. 

For, when the fight is o'er, the victor's crown 
At once is thine, and thou shalt haste to lay 

At Jesu's feet its starry splendours down ; 
But flight flings honour, life, and all away. 

Then, soldier, to thy post, and nobly win the day ! 
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I KNOW WHOM I HAVE BELIEVED.* 




KNOW where safe and sure 

My soul hath anchor cast ; 
Else how could I endure 

Thy memory, sin-stain'd Past ? 
I seek that sheltering place, 

And plead my Saviour's name ; 
A Father's kind embrace 

Proves Jesus still the same. 

But for this knowledge blest, 

When dark clouds round me roll. 
Discouraged, weak, distrest. 

How should I reach the goal ? 
Pursuing still, though faint, 

I through the darkness cry, 
And soon Thine aid is sent, 

O Saviour, from on high ! 

* From prose translation, by late Rev. Greurge Scott, of a 
Swedish hymn. 
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More precious still my faith 

When worldly Fortune's smile, 
To lure my soul to death, 

Is whispering, "Rest awhile." 
" Not till thy work is done ; 

Then thou shalt rest with Me !" 
Jesus, I journey on 

In my calm walk with Thee. 

A priceless boon thou art, 

My faith, when joys are fled, 
And aches my lonely heart. 

Where troubles lie like Ifead. 
I think. Were Jesu*s less — 

The manger to the grave ? 
And shall I shun distress, 

Yet hope the palm to wave ! 

Come, Death, thy face is sweet ! 

I view thee undismayed ; 
Tis but day's painful heat 

Coord in the evening shade. 
My Saviour, by His death, 

Did all thy sting remove ; 
He lives, and I, He saith. 

Shall live with Him above. 



io6 I knoTtf Whom I have believed. 

And this my faith I prove 

By answerable fruit ; 
While praising Him I love 

Nor heart nor life is mute. 
To do His will I strive, 

Not " Master" only cry ; 
And thus 'tis Christ to live, 

And thus His gain to die, 
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Nor heart nor life is mute. 
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And thus 'tis Christ to live, 

And thus 'tis gain to die. 
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